en 
PENNY WORTH of WIT. 


Before we ſet to Sea again, 
Which ſaid, they to a tavern went, 
Where they did drink and feaſt amain, 
Till many crowns and pounds were ſpent, 


H Ere is a Penny worth of Wit 
For thoſe that ever went aſtray 
If Warning they will take by it. 
It will do them Good another Day. 
It is a Touch- ſtone of true Love 
Betwixt a Harlot and a Wife; 
The former does deſtructive prove, 
The latter yields the Joy of Life. 
As in this Sheet you may behold. 
Ser forth by one Miliam Lane; © 
A wealthy Merchant brave and bold, 
Who did a Harlot long maintain. 
Altho' a virtuous wife he had, 
Likewiſe a handſome Daughter dear, 
Which might make his Heart full glad, 
Yet them he ſeldom did come near. 
The Traffick that he traded for; 
On the tempeſtuous Ocean wide; 
His Harlot had it brought to her, 
But nothing to his loving Bride. 
So the beſt Silks that could be bought 


Nay Rubies, Jewels, Diamonds, Rings, 


He to his wanton Harlot brought, 
With many other noble chings. 

She Nill receiv'd him with a Smile, 
When he came from the roaring Sea, 
And ſaid with words {mooth as Oil, 

My Sweeteſt come and take thy Eaſe. 

Unto the Bed and Linnen fine 
You are right welcome Love ſaid ſhe. 
Both I and all that e'er is mine; 

Shall ſtill at thy Devotion be. 

Bringiog two hundred pounds in gold 
And after that three hundred more : 
Rich. Chains and Jewels manifold, 4 
And bid her lay them up in flore, - 

Yes that [ will thou needſt not fear, 
And ſo embrac'd him with a Kiſs. 

So took the wealth crying my Dear, 
Ii have a ſpecial Care of this 

So they did banquet many a Day, 
Feaſting upon delicious Fare, 

Then with her falſe deluding tongue 
She drew him into a fatal Snare. 

When he had liv'd ſome time on hore, 
He muſt go to the Seas again. 
With Mufick to increaſe his ſtore, 


The wanton Harlot to maintain. 


To whom he ſaid, my Joy and Dear, 
Wich me what Venture will you ſend, 
A good Reward you need not fear, 
I'll be both Factor and thy Friend. 

In Goods my Dear now will I ſend 
Ten Pounds thou muſt take on Board, 
I know that unto me my Dear, 
A treble Gain thou wilt afford. 

So ſaid, next Day to his Wife he goes, 

And ask'd her in a ſcornful wiſe, 
What Venture ſhe did then propoſe 
To ſend by him for Merchandize. 

ll ſend a Penny Love by thee, 
Beſure you take good Care of it; 


As you're in diſtant Parts ſaid ſhe, 
Pra 


buy a Penny worth of Wit. 

She put the Penny in his Hand, 
And ſaid I beg you'd not forget, 
When you are in another Land, 

For to buy a Penny worth of Wit. 

He put the Penny up ſecure, 

And ſaid, I'll take a ſpecial Care. 
To lay it out you may be ſure, 
So to his Miſs he did repair. 

And told her what he had to buy, 
At which ſhe laughed herto Scorn, 
On Board he went immediately, 
And ſo to Sea that very Mo-n. 

E þ Hus being gone with merry Hearts 
The Merchant and his jovial Crew, 

From Port'to Port in Foreign Parts 

To trade, as they were wont to do. 

At Length when they had beſtow'd 
The Cargo that was outward-bound. 
He did the trading Veſſel load 
With rich treaſure that he found. 


As he his Merchandize then ſear, 


It turn'd to Gems and Golden Ore. 
Which crown'd his Labour with Delight 


He never was fo rich before, 


St every Pound he would have ten, 
uch was his lucky Merchandize. 
For Joy of which the Merchant cry'd, 
One merry Boat my Lads muſt have. 
A ſplendid Supper I muſl provide 
Ot all the Dainties we can haye. 


The wanton Harlot's Adventure 
turn to great Account likewiſe; 


The Merchant then in Laughter moy'd, 


Said, he for Wit had never ſought, 


My Harlot's Venture is improy'd, 
But of my Wife's I never thought, 
One ſingle Penny, and no more 
She has a Venture ſent by me: 
Alas ! to lay it out therefore, 
In what you think a Rarity. 
She bid me uſe my utmoſt Skill, 
To buy a Pennyworth of Wit: 
But I have kept the Penny till, 
And never once-did think of it. 
Where ſhall I $0 to lay it out, 
True Wit is hard and ſcarce to find ; 
But come my Lads let's drink abour, 
My Wife's Venture I'll not mind. 
There is a Proverb often us'd, 
Wit's never good till bought full dear, 
Wherefore I well may be excus d, 
There's little for a Peany here. 
An aged Father fi:ting by, 
Whoſe venerable Looks were grey : 
Strait made the Merchant this Reply, 
Hear me a Word or twol pray. 
? he Harlot in Proſperity 
She will embrace thee for thy Cold; 
But when in Want and Poverty, 
You ſhall nought but Frowns behold, 
And ready to betray thy Life, 
When naked, mean, poor and low, 
But thy true hearted loving Wife 
Will ſtand by thee in Weal and Wos. 
If thou would'ſt prove the truth of this 
Strip off thy gaudy, rich Array ; 
And ſo go back to the4ewd Miſs, 
Declare that thou waſt caſt away, 
Your Riches buried in the Mais, 
Beſides as you paſs'd thro' a Wood, 
One of your Servants you had ſlain, 
For which your Life in Danger ſtood. 
 Beſeech her for to ſhelter thee, 
Declare on her you do depend. 
And then alas ! too ſoon you'll ſee, 


How far ſhe'll proye your honeſt Friend, 


Then if ſhe frown, go to thy Wife, 


ew her your melancholy theme. 


Who ftrives the moſt to ſave thy Life, 


Let her be moſt in thy Efteem. 
Father, the Merchant then reply'd, 

You muſt this fingle Penny take; 

And when I've paſs'd the Ocean wide, 

A Proof of this I mean to make. 

So loving Friends for ought I know, 
I may this ſingle Penny pm : 

It may be the beſt I do beſtow, 
In my fine wealthy Merchandize. 

So taking Leave away they went, 
Both he and bis brave Hearts of Gold. 
Unto them he ſaid, I muſt prove the ſame 
When I my Native Land behold. 

Ith full ſpread Sails to Sea they went 

Neptune the Golden Cargo bore. 
Thro' roaring Waves to their Content, 
At laſt they reach'd the Bririſh ſhoar. 

The Merchant put on poor Array, 

The very worſt of ragged Cloaths. 
And then without the leaſt Delay, 
Unto his wanton Harlot goes. 

When ſhe beheld him in Diſtreſs, 
She ſaid what is the Marter now ? 
Said he I'm poor and pennyleſs, 

And then he made a courteous Bow. 

Saying, no Man was e'er ſo croſt 
As I have been > 4 Soul's Delight. . 
My Ship and all the Cargo's gone. 

And now Iam ruin'd quite. 3 

My Loſs is great, but that's not all, 
One of my Servants I have ſlain. 

As we did both at Variance fall. 
Some Shelter let me here obtain. 

I dare not go unto my Wife, 75 
Whom I have wrong d ſo many Years, 
Into your Hands I've put my Lite, 

Take Pity of my moving tears. 

You bloody Villaia ſhe reply'd, 
Don't in the leaft on me depend, 

Be gone, of as I live, ſhe ſaid, 


Ifo an Officer will ſend. 


Til give you neither Bread nor Drink, 
Nor any Shelter muſt you have 
Of naſty ſilthy Rags you ſtink. 
Be-gone you baſe and wicked Knave 
Don't think I can your Counſel keep, 
Or ſhelter any ſuch as you; 
He turn'd about and ſeem'd to weep, 
And bid the wanton Whore adieu. 
Then to his loving Wife he came, 
Both poor and naked in Diſtreſs. 
He told to her the very ſame 
Yer ſhe reliev'd him ne'ertheleſs. 
My Dear ſhe ſaid ſince it is ſo, 
Take Comfort in thy loving Wife. 


Of Silk and rich embroider'd Geld. 


All that I have ſhall freely go 


To gain a Pardon for rhy Life. 

I'll lodge thee in a Place (ecure, 
Where I will daily nouriſh thee. 

Believe me Love thou may ſt be ſure 
To find a conſtant Friend in me. 

When he this perfect Proof had made, 
Which of the two did l-ve him beſt, 
Unto his Virtuous Wife he ſaid, 

My Jewel ſet my Heart at Reſt. 

Behold no Servant I have lain, 
Nor have | ſutfer'd any Lofs. 

5 have us to maintain, 
The Ocean Seas no more II croſs. 

Wl laden Ship lies near the ſhoar, 
With Gold and Jewels richly traughty 
So much I never had before, 

Thy Pennyworth of Wit [ boughc. 

Once more he to his Harlot goes, 

With 14 Sailors brave and bold, 
Cloathed in new and coſtly Robes, - 


The Miſs when ſhe bis Pomp beheld 
Did offer him a kind ——— : 
But he with wrath and anger fill'd 
Did ſtrait upbraid her to her Face. . 

But the with Smiles theſe words expra _þ 
I have a conſtant Love for thee : f 
And what | ſaid was but in Jeſt, 

Why did you haſte fo taſt from me. 

I was time to ga for as I'm told 
You have another Love in Store ; 

Thar you have furniſh'd with my Gold, 

And Jewels that I brought on Shore. 

"Tis falſe ſhe ſaid I have them all, 
With that the Merchant then reply d. 
Bring them before me; then I ſhall 
Be toon convinc'd and fatisfy'd. 

Then up ſhe runand brought 'em down 
His Jewels, Gold and Diamonds bright, 
He ſeiz d them all, and with a Frown 
He bid the wanton Jilt Good-night. 

When he had took the Golden Prize, 
And ſwept up every precious Stone, 

She ſaid what will you rob me thus? 

Yes that Iwill of what's my own. 

You wanted to betray my Life, 

But thanks to God, there's no ſuch Fear 
heſe Je welt ſhall adorn my Wile, 2. 
ence forth your Houſe I'll not come near 
Home he recurned to his Wife, 

And told her all that he had done . 

Eer ſince they lead a happy Life, 


He does no more to Harlors run 


Thus he the wanton Harlor bir, * 
That long had his Deſtruction ſought, 7 
This is a Penayworth of Wit, f 
The belt that ever Merchant bought. | 


